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Exeunt, 



TheTragedie 

Hauc ftrookc more terror to the foule of Richard, 

Then can the fubftanceof ten thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by fhallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day, come goe with me, 

Vnder our Tents /le play the eawfe- dropper. 

To heare if any means to Ihrinke from me. 

Enter the Lards to Richmond, 

Lords , Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich, Crie mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you hauc tane tardie (Iuggard here. 

Lor, How hauc you flept my Lord# 

Rich, 7"he fweeteft fl eepe, and faireft boding dreames, 
^hat euer entred in a dro wfic head, 

Haue I iince your departure had my Zords. 

Me thought their foules, whofe bodies Richard murthcred, 
Came to my tent, and cried on viftorie $ 

1 promifeyou my foule is very iocund, 

/n the remembrance offofaireadreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords# 

Lor. V pon the ftroke effoure. 

Rich* Why then tis time to arme,and giuc direction. 
More then / haue faid,louing country men, (His Oration U 
The leifurc and inforccmcnt of the time, (his fou/diers. 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

7he prayers ofholy d’aints and wronged foules. 

Like high read bulworkes.ftand before our feces, 
Richard except, thofe whom we fight againff, 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow i 
For, what is he they follow# truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifd in bloud, and one in bloud eftablifhed : 

One that made meaner to come by what he hath,* 

And fiandered thofe that were the mcanes to hclpe hits* 
A bafe foule Rone, made precious bythefoile 
Of Englands chaire, where he is falfly fet. 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemy j 
Tlienif you fight againft Gods enemy, 

God will in iuftice ward you as his fouldicrs j 
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